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art. He rejoiced in his strength and the over-
flowing animal vigor that was in him. He was so
big and so strong, so large in every way, that
people sank into repose in his presence, and felt
rest and confidence in the mere fact of his exist-
ence. He came to be regarded as an institution,
and when he died men paused with a sense of
helplessness, and wondered how the country would
get on without him. To have filled so large a
space in a country so vast, and in a great, hurry-
ing, and pushing democracy, implies a personality
of a most uncommon kind.

He was, too, something more than a charming
companion in private life. He was generous, lib-
eral, hospitable, and deeply affectionate. He was
adored in his home, and deeply loved his children,
who were torn from him, one after another. His
sorrow, like his joy, was intense and full of force.
He had many devoted friends, and a still greater
body of unhesitating followers. To the former
he showed, through nearly all his life, the warm
affection which was natural to him. It was not
until adulation and flattery bad deeply injured
him, and the frustrated ambition for the presi-
dency had poisoned both heart and mind, that he
became dictatorial and overbearing. Not till then
did he quarrel with those who had served and fol-
lowed him, as when he slighted Mr. Lawrence for
expressing independent opinions, and refused to
do justice to the memory of Story because it